I am a friend to myself 
I don't need no self help 
And even when I do 
I will drown it out with some booze 
And it will even prove cheap to you 
Than your 100 dollar per hour goon 
Racking prescriptions by the hour 
Just to keep you from catching his ruse 
So I "choose" my poison to help reverse and de-evolve 
By myself as thoughts that hurt just like magic dissolve 
Icing this brain like a network stand still 
As the glitches keep forming on my face and in my heels 
And this modes laced to the max for full effect in my head 
To produce an eclectic affect and dialect 
Space bar pressed on a drunken damn fucking face 





























Waking up to a big ass space on this poem of waste 



































